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ASDRUFEL. 



Then Asdrufel rejoiced, for he was free : 
And at the window of his lonely tower, 
With knit brows, gazing all unconsciously 
Into the greyness of the midnight hour. 
He stood. The symbol of transcendent power, 
The silent arch of glory or of woe 
Lent thought expansion where its curves down bore 
And blended with twin Nature where below 
Heaven's frosted silver wrapt the river's range ir 
snow. 
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Full fifty feet above the fields he stood 
Within a chamber dim, and full antique ; 
With books round lin'd and richly carven wood, 
And some old masters that did seem to speak 
Responsive to the moonbeam's quick'ning streak 
That through the lattice paled the lamp's dull gleam. 
World-wide might one a scantier chamber seek, 
But richlier decked than palaces for him, 
Whose furniture was lore, whose light was wisdom's 
beam. 



Oft have I wonder'd, when some ancient pile 
Hath open'd out its store of sacred things, 
When redolent has grown the massive aisle 
With perfume of approaching glory's wings. 
When o'er the tombs of heroes and of kings 
A new Shekinah in the gloom hath shone 
And all the building happy light forth flings — 
Oft have I wonder'd why brass, wood, and stone 
Memorial, so mystically dear have grown. 
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E'en so might one have wonder'd who had trod 
The ground whereon the exile Jacob slept — 
' This is none other than the House of God ' 
To hear, of that o'er which the dews had wept 
Cold tears, and stars accustom'd vigil kept. 
But had he seen the vision of that night 
Less had he marvell'd. So the dim transept, 
And the familiar home, to reverent sight 
Translucent shine with love and mem'ry's mingled 
light. 

So is this humble room to Asdrufel. 
— A second gate of Heaven, House of God, 
Rich in the memories that ever swell 
Of moments when those meagre floors he trod, 
Or paused some half discover'd thought to brood, 
Or wrestled with some spectre of the mind, 
Or soothed with song a melancholy mood 
Attuned well to the on-roaring wind, 
While midnight hours sped noiseless to the Uncon- 
fined. 
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And oft without upon the stretching plain, 
All else befilra'd with vapours and black night, 
The traveller with sinking heart would strain, 
And joyful hail the gleam where on a height 
O'er earth exalted shone the friendly light 
But little dream'd as he his way pursued 
That in that tower those beams cast radiance bright 
I Through time's dark haze upon a diiTrenl road, 
Upon the trackless moors that dimly lead to God. 



And oft beneath an autumn's icy moon. 
When all was fairyland in bridal dress, 
When frosty breath of winter's firstborn son 
Would blow on hearths for long time emberless, 

isant children round their sire would press, 
rabling ask what meant on high that glow, 
my a tale their sires would them confess 
il and gnome and blood-red star of woe 
le moon in western sky sank pale and low. 
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For most those peasants knew was mystery, 
And he whose light thus bum'd was half a god 
And wholly seer. No curiosity 
Had broken the deep awe of those who heard : 
' Who lives within the tower hath oft conferr'd 
With spirits dread, and wisely can foretell 
The paths of stars.' "And when at light so weird 
The children cried, they whispered : ' All is well. 
For he is great and good, our patron AsdrafeL' 



How seems he to our eye who lonely stands 
Consorting with the shades of mind and fate? 
Tall is his form though bent by learning's hands 
Untimely earthward from its natural straight, 
Yet sense of latent strength and mien sedate 
Bespeak him heir of generations strong 
In deeds of bloody warfare, sternly great. 
Of Goths and Huns an adamantine throng. 
That smote to echoes all the South with Victor's 
song. 
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His habit, as his chamber, is full poor, 

With richest poverty that well doth grace 

Of handsomeness the garb and cov'ring o'er, 

As Nature clothes herself in commonplace, 

And leaves to mortals her rich form to trace 

Beneath the rugged canopy of sense. 

For he was of that later Spartan race 

Who deem, to fight with torture, and to fence 

With cold and burner, feats of manly excellence. 



More Greek than Teuton is his lustrous face ; 
With lips divinely eloquent and kind. 
Eyes that in swift serenity of gaze 
Baffle description other than bis mind, 
And marble cheeks with meditation lined 
As Nature from ber quarry there bad hewn 
a memphian fane design'(5, 
2 overhanging brows where shone 
locks the front of intellect's proud 
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! Men said his look was as the look of one 
"\ Who had beheld a glorious sight which rose 
■ Ever before him in perpetual noon. 
A look as far from simulation's pose 
As paint-flush'd cheek is from the maiden rose, 
Or glib self-praise from meditation's prayer. 
A look that, linking all that knowledge knows 
With the deep sadness mortal life doth wear, 
Enter'd the hearts of men, and fix'd its dwelling 
there. 



And fix'd its dwelling there — as through the spheres 

Ethereal music from the harps on high 

Peoples the brain with holy fantasies, 

And thrills as with excessive sympathy 

Our mortal dust to living harmony, — 

Or as from Raphael's brush, or Avon's pen 

Idyllic sweetness of trae poetry 

Enters our nature thence to ring again 

Forever more within the souls of future me 
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Divine Compassion ! thy blest glance beside 
The eye of sage or conqueror is dull. 
Knowledge can seal the countenance with pride, 
Ambition speak of things unspeakable, 
Or pleasure grow through pleasuTe loathsomefu), 
E'en wisdom may be garb'd in hideous guise, 
And beauty worn alike by god or fool, 
But thou, Compassion, with thy tearful eyes 
Superior, dost link our troubles with our Paradise ! 



Yet was his countenance with wisdom stern. 
And written there were power and gravity j 
Lit with strange light of those who deeply learn 
Of things which were, and are, and are to be, 
And view, as parts of one great mystery. 
Nature and man ; abjuring pomp and gain 
Choose out seclusions priceless misery 
Parent of Truth which bows them 'neath its Strain 
And richly gives the strength and wisdom won through 
pain. 
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His was a nature tunM to translate 

The wand'ring zephyrs, that disport among 

The thoughts of men, to music. Timely great 

In just discernment of the notes that sprung 

From common deeds unheeded and unsung, 

Yea, common hopes, loves, griefs, and all desires, 

And every hreeze of thought about him hung 

As concords worthy the immortal choirs 

Could they but sweep o'er sympathy's jEolian wires. 



XVII. 

Long had he from the battlements of thought 

Survey'd the far horizon to discern. 

Amid the skies with direful omens fraught. 

Some presage of the battle's final turn. 

He treasur'd details other men would spurn 

And ponder'd influences of common note 

The alphabet of prophecy to learn. 

Gazed into graves, and down the yawning throat 

Of the great sepulchre of times and thoughts remote 
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XVIII, 

Oh, could I see with eye of that first star 

That shone o'er Greece, might I This soul portray. 

For we at best but imitators are, 

In this late age, of the melodious lay 

Which poured its music in the ancient day 

Of Sophocles ; we scarce deceive the eye 

Into impression that our imaged clay 

Should represent a quick mortality, 

Much less bequeath to Time a soul that cannot die. 



Oh, could I rid me of this vanity, 

And, borne Upon the bosom of a wind 

That blows I know not whence, therefrom descry, 

—No better aided than a newborn mind 

By knowledge — some similitude design'd 

To tell, untainted with past estimate, 

What soul was his, and bring before mankind 

Heartsick of olden standards some new state 

Flashing on soulless sight a soul divinely great 
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Him would I celebrate with unstain'd breath 
E'en as a mother might her newborn child, 
Or lover his once-bride espous'd of death, 
Or as the voice of Him whose pity smiled 
Away pollution from the sin defiled, 
Slripp'd of its outer woe a be^ar's heart 
Till Pride was fain to honour the reviled ; 
So from the Race to strip its fictive part, 
And give to men new canons of the aitic's art. 



For such a power methinks I would exchange 

My immortality I as men prefer 

The priceless to the costly gem, or disarrange 

A lovely form to form a lovelier. — 

To stand <me moment new interpreter 

Twixt dust and beauty, and that moment die 

To all forever, mingling with the air 

That throbs with mortal's recognising cry — ■ 

I should account that moment worth eternity I 
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XXII. 

One need has foremost stood in every age, — 
A greater than the orator or priest, — 
Emotion-kindled wisdom of a sage 
Who, when our exigencies have increased 
Beyond the scope of code, and laws hare ceased 
To satisfy a need unfelt before, 
Might speak the language of a race released ; 
No flimsy fancy suited to the hour 
But wing'd at once and weighted with a prophet's 
power. 



Of such I sought the like amid the hosts 

Who, tossing on the blue Saronic Sea, 

Cast anchor at Firseus from the coasts 

Of Scythia, Gaul, Armenia, Italy ; 

I marked Cleanthes bow the youthful knee 

To Athens' haughtiest philosopher. 

And, of the Eleusinian mystery, 

Marcus, in wisdom destined evermore 

To reign o'er Rome, and o'er Rome's spirit, emperor. 
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I saw arrive his form, small, delicate, 

111 fitted for the strife of tongues and men, — 

The world's first lawyer and last advocate. 

And watched, as might his fellows watch, the ten 

Long years of toil that Gregory spent to gain 

From Plato dialectic subtlety ; 

And so along the bright, illustrious chain, 

Whose each succeeding link doth stronger lie 

Betwixt an iron Past, a gold Futurity; 



But none among the ghosts of ancient times 
That in the memory of a student dwell 
Compare with him. The ages and the climes 
Shall furnish form in vain a parallel ; 
At most their wisdom, and their virtues swell 
His praise, whose glory was as far above 
Their glory as the Seventh Heaven o'er Hell, 
As Light o'er Darkness, or Divinest Love 
O'er Death, or, over all, the times which on us n 
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XXVI. 

Nor was this soul the substance and the sum 

Of wisdom's distant and eternal crown, 

But sign and type of That which is to come; 

A mind, star hke, athwart the heavens thrown 

Full in the face of other men's renown ; 

An unit merely in a mighty host 

Like ants upon an ant-hill trodden down, 

Striving resistlessly to readjust 

Mighty conceptions shatter'd in the common dust. 

XXVIL 

Within th' afflicted atmosphere of soul 
Do tears, descending gently as a shower. 
Resolve the bright components of the whole 
" ■ ' ibe of light, immeasurable power, — 

eiv'd by roan through clouds that darkly 

■er, — 

ng before his much astonied gaze, — 

e and consolation of that hour — 

)eams of That which bums behind the haze ■ 

ward form of the Eternal Mysteries. 
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So Asdmfe] Irom all, save one, apart, — 
Oft bathed in floods of bitter unshed tears 
Of blood, not water, tears which drain'd the heart, 
And overflowed his cup of youthful years, — 
Now stood in strength the rival of his peers, 
Beholding through the murky tempest riven 
Strength of all strength reHected o'er his fears, 
As oft a strength beyond man's strength is given 
To those whose death for Christ hath op'd the gates 
of Heaven. 

XXIX. 

Then to the snowclad earth, and shining spheres, 
He spake : 

' In thought, not ripeness of the blood 
Doth man fulfil the measure of his years ; 
Young are these limbs to mountain and to flood, 
And strong these eyes to pierce the deep-ton'd wood. 
To watch the bird, or scan the mighty skies, 
And pleasure still can captivate my mood, 
Perchance might folly still enfold mine eyes 
Or beauty still dissolve my soul in ecstasies. 
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XXX. 

' In this regard I still must ovn to youth. 

Yet 'twere as though eternities had seen 

My spirit wand'ring on the plains of Tnith 

Or Falsity — I know not which — but e'en 

As some would have it, Truth. — What years between 

That ne'er forgotten night when doubt was bom 

And now I ye spheres that in your course have seen 

My midnight lamp, thou Earth, with snow and corn 

Alternate cover'd, certily m]rg&est forlorn. 



* Portentous night ! Long as the soul hath springs 
Of memory, remain thou undefiled ! 
It was the season of the King of Kings, 
Eve of Christ's mass, withal a winter wild. 
And she, my mother, soothed her youngest child 
With stories how that first Christ's mass was kept, 
And I, then just eighteen, the hour beguil'd 
Beside them both. But silently I wept. 
And stealing softly from them sought my couch and 
slept. 
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' Fatigued with wandering day long through the snow, 

I yielded to the influence none resist, 

The slumber youth and health alone may know. 

Dreaming, melhought I stood, — ah, well I wist I — 

Upon the Brocken, on a sea of mist 

Figure and gesture mine were magnified 

To giant shape, and in them rose the quest,' 

' Is my young faith, and all the forms allied 

More than the Brocken ghost of Self, self-deiAed ? ' 

XXXIII. 

' Never before had doubt or question grieved 
; My boyish trust. No taint within the blood 
A mother's simple faith had undeceived. 
No eager wrong had elbow'd out the good 
And, when within the ancient church I stood, 
"Twas with unquestioning faith I helped the choir 
To pour the solemn chant in swelling flood. 
O happy, happy Age 1 O child-desire, 
Faiths rise, like worlds, to die, but thou canst ne'er 
expire ! 
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XXXIV. 

'0 happy, happy Age I O evening hour 
WRhin the quiet walls, where, scarcely heard, 
Souls looked tow'rds God, calm as the closing flower 
Trusted itself to Nature, or the sky-bom bird 
Skimmed the sweet blue, or sunset breeze o'er swerd 
Stole through the open door with fragrance laden — 
Incense prepared by God — that scarcely stirred 
Banners uphung, tattered by Time, and faden, 
Rustled the locks of age, or flushed the cheeks of 
maiden. 



'0 white-robed Sabbath morn, O Evening praise, 

O warm-lit windows "twixt the snow and night, 

O bells of even o'er the shadowed ways, 

O sweet sincereness, God's meek anchorite 

Repentant kneeling in a living rite, 

O happy, happy Age, quiet haven, 

Now have ye ta'en your everlasting flight, 

For I must other than to feel forgiven, 

Man has no certain Love, and life no certain Heaven 1 
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' Then was my aoul afraid I What tongue shall speak 

The first beginnings of doubt's influence 1 

What thought so subtle, so refined, to seek 

Far inland 'midst the hills the sources whence 

In mosslike love and lily innocence 

Those springs all-potent burst from far beneath, 

And feebly trickles — braving violence 

Of boulder rude, and all that hindereth — 

A tiny stream that twines among the stems of heath. 



* Broad'ning ere long, as through the shallow pool 

It passes, and the slopes with marshes paves, 

Till o'er th^ mountain side, down gurgling full, 

The woods and grassy plains below it laves, 

And through steep banks and hollow - sounding 

caves, 
It hews its miles, until, strong, deep and free, 
It sees afar the sun upon the waves, 
^ I And broad'ning on in distance joins the sea, 
One with its parent-self, gulfed in immensity I 



t * E'en so doth man from faith to doubt proceed, 
Nor aught withstands the current's onward sweep, 

■ Perchance at last to reach a nobler creed, 
Perchance down the unfathom'd gulf to leap — 
I know not yet But after that strange sleep 
I sought my books, and made their lore supreme 
Above my boyish ways, but oft I'd weep 
High on the hillside o'er each hallowed scene 
That charmed my youth with gladness erst that mystic 
dream. 



' Thus did I dream, vain youth t of purpose high ; 

With slender lore, and in doubt's earliest phase 

To settle all the world's philosophy. 

But, as some child his unknown father's face 

Sees for first time, so even did I trace 

To hidden source each boyish theory. 

Each vaguest guess in ancient lore had place. 

Each error but the echo of a sigh 

Within the thought of Greece, the songs of Italy, 
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' Here read I his blunt questioning that spoke 
The first articulate desires of man ; 
And on, where daylight closed again, or broke 
In fitful glimpses through the inky span 
Of the accurst 'ppA ages, till began 
The reign of speculation newly born, 
And, furious, shook off superstition's ban. 
Till the deep dark diminished, not with dawn 
But as the midnight with incessant fire uptorn. 



'Then pour'd upon me intermittent streams 

Of holy and unholy fire that blazed 

With countless multitudes of thwarting gleams 

Until the whole broad heavens, to one who gazed. 

Wrapt were in fierce unearthly light. Amazed, 

Bewildered, dumb, I crouched with fear 

Till all the fieiy scribble was erased ; 

Again in deeper dark, and in mine ear 

Voice of my dream exclaim'd ; " Tarry, the dawn is 
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' But other voices spake in my distress j 

One cried that Tnith exists not, yet alone 

Thro' Truth's lips had it spoken t Stay, confess — 

Has ever light of mighty triumph shone. 

Or distant beams of Love, thy brow upon ? 

Of such is Truth composed. But thou art sense — 

Sense that desires no hi^ei thing to own 

Than sense — Seir-contradiction, get thee hence, 

If thou deniest Truth, thou prov'st her excellence. 

XLIII. 

' Away, away I Why should I answer thee ' 
Thou knowest nothing more in heart or brain 
Than a convenient philosophy. 
Yet must I answer, or in doubt remain. 
For none shall conquer merely through disd^n. 
If Truth be not, then I will Truth create. 
And laugh to scorn a God who plants His fane 
Upon the sand-shifts of man's changing state, 
The passing whims that for an age or so have 
weight I 
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XUV. 

* E'en in the lowest forms of sentient life 
Existence is to know, to know not, death. 
If knowledge be demanded for the strife 
That gains for us in weakest state our breath, 
Hpw canst thou say that such a living path, 
Once open'd thus, into a grave can crawl, 
Or any Heaven-high, Hell-deep barrier hath ? 
Who so shall teach shall by his teaching fall. 
To im>w is to attain eternally to All, 

XLV, 

' Why must I think on what I may not know ? 
Or why inquire of that transcending thoi^ht ? 
From nai^ht to naught in endless circle go, 
Forever probe in vain th' eternal " ought " ? 
If the reality of all that's sought 
Forever in profoundest darkness lies, 
Confess, my soul, thy powers were made for naught j 
View all the countless forms that beauteous rise 
Before thy sight, and then confess thou hast no 
eyes ! 
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24 ASDRUFEL. 

' Nay, for if there thou restest, be thou still 
In each essay of reason's simplest aim, 
Each least expression, and each act of will ; 
Give not to flow'ret or to bird a name ; 
IndiETrent be to honour or to shame ; 
Nay, hide alike thy ignorance and thy pain 
Quick in some grave ! Nor shalt thou live to fame. 
Thou canst not live, for how shalt thou maintain 
That other lives thy Heaven be, if thine be vain ? 

XLVII. 

' But most of all through this vain desolation, 
In the last creed bequeathed to the Race 
Most found I hope, and most sought consolation. 
The creed that gives humanity full grace 
Of possibility, which hath her place 
First in the rank of all the human creeds. 
In whose fair form seem'd I the most to trace 
A mother's nurture of her children's needs. 
With her awhile I rested 'midst youth's flow'rs and 
weeds. 
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XLVIII. 

'Thus fled five years; and meanwhile hmb and 

brain 
Grew into manhood ; and new hopes and fears 
Possess'd my youthful sense of loss and gain ; 
And all the solitude that doubt endears 
More precious grew during those student years, 
Until to think was life, and books were food; 
Contempt I pour'd on all that sought to pierce 
The hazy dreamland of my morbid mood 
And sought no other friend or guide than solitude. 

xux. 
' " O solitude, tbou liveliest company ! 
Most constant lover I Most abiding friend ! " 
So sages in thy cloister'd sanctity, 
Where moonbeams on distorted shapes descend, 
Discom^e thy praise, and blinded tribute lend. 
Long have I known thee — thou divinest elf 
Of all the faery forms that do pretend 
Divinity — to be extreme of pelf. 
For solitude is but another name for self I 



' Naught had my kinsmen known of all the strife 
That raged my breast withia beneath this haze. 
But when I sought the scenes of early life, 
Oft would my mother, with half tearful gaze, 
My face to hers with hands that trembled raise : 
" The great God bless thee, boy, but thou art strange, 
And strangely altered from the olden days." 
But proudly deem'd I doubt beyond her rnnge 
Who naught but commonplace of Scripture could 
exchange. 



'As to the mountaineer, successive slopes 
A mightier vast of hills and plains outspread, 
So as I rose and gained new heights and hopes 
The world I once knew seem'd beneath my tread. 
And still from heights which heretofore were dread 
With dizzy awe of distance height on height 
Upsprung ; and, towering far above the head 
Of highest pinnacle enshrin'd in ligh^ 
Vast outlines melted into Eetber out of sight 



L,.„™.,..C(K)^k 



ASDRUFEL 



< I knew not then the lesson aU must know 
Who would the ninics of existence spell — 
Truth is not found amid the eternal snow 
Of alpine glories inaccessible 
To man, 'midst speculation's luU, 
And all the empty silence of a dieam, 
Where stretch cold spaces uninhabitable, 
And the pale planets through wan aether seem 
To mock man's efforts with each shivery gleam ! 



' The folly now I own I knew not then ; 
But aye did climb above the vales despised, 
Increased in distance from my fellow-men 
But not in wisdom. Those whom most I prized 
By ties of richer kin than blood, disguised 
As best they could their fear, while I resolved 
To rise through all, and daily was surprised 
When self new forms presented, and evolved 
New problems, yet did leave old doubts unsolved- 
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' Anticipation, fond, deluding gleam 1 
The phantom prospect all our kind pursue, 
The airy brilliance of an empty dream, 
The filmy presence of a desert view 
Melting at nearness into less than devr, 
Absorbed by leaden skies and burning sand ! 
Arch-hypocrite, corniplion, to renew 
Thy mockery in garb of Truth so grand 
That e'en parch'd frame and blister'd .foot ca 
withstand ! 



'Tell me not that I dream'd, immortal Truth ! 

Say not I slept within thine arms, Romance, 

Or offer'd up the tribute of my youth 

Lured by the fascination of thy glance ! 

I, who have swept in vain the dark expanse 

Of this false world to find reality 

In life, in death, in Providence, in Chance, 

In all the thousand forms that blind the eye 

Or sounds that dull the ear with gross discordancy ! 
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' I, who have forfeited each earthly tie — 
I>ove, wife, and children, and what else of good 
Goes to complete the round of sympathy — 
I, who have snatched the crucifix of wood, 
That dearest emblem, whence it long had stood, 
And watched its sacredness to ashes burn, 
And fought without a Christ the wars of blood 
And soul, — Am I the hypocrite men spurn? 
They whisper so — Away ! let dust to dust return ! 



LVII. 

' What power hath falsity that it should shake 

Firm resolution with forecast of shame I 

^Vhat force, what law have earthbom crowds, to make 

A king forgetful of his royal name, 

A hero deaf to his undying fame. 

The lov'd forsaken in the first caress I 

Let noisy-throated worlds approve or blame, 

Martyrs and Ages with one voice confess 

All hidden Truth is but a passing bitterness ! 
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' The visionary evanescence, bright 

With undiscover'd glories, roelted hence. 

Why passed the golden vapour out of sight ? 

Soul, thou hast look'd on morning. How immense- 

Twixt the dark earth, and Heaven's innocence — 

Are Nature's preparations for her king I 

How vast the hosts of clouds, in ranks how dense, 

That gather but to disappear and fling 

A sadness 'mid the joy wherewith the forests ring ! 



* There is apparent waste in all success ; 

In triumph, loss ; in wisdom, folly, seen. 

Joy opes in tears ; rapture in bitterness ; 

Progress ! thy path is ruin. Mighty queen 

O'er all God's empire — Peace — thy throne serene 

Upon the wreck of empires lifts its head 1 

Oh, ancient sage, right wast thou, welt 1 ween, 

To seek, when all God's minor plans are fled, 

"he final cause; through eveiy maze a silver thread. 
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' Then for what day prepared the mists of youth ? 
What peace hath grown from such a lavish war P 
Have tears giv"!! joy ? Hath error led to Truth ? 
Hath yet there open'd out a living law 
Through all the 'wildering maze that daily saw 
Ten weary years my footsteps thread its dose? 
Uprouse, ray soul 1 why pause, or rest to draw 
Heaven's breath, or dally with the full blown rose 
Of ease, if still thy quest no satisfaction knows ! 



' Nay, ask we Memorj-, every lightest fold 
That Time hath sculptur'd in her drapery 
Now to outspread, until the whole, unroll'd. 
And measur'd by the moons that lit the sky 
Successive months, open to reason lie, — 
Trace every smiting of the sculptor's hand. 
And in them all the sculptor's thought descry? 
Far easier 'twere, by viewing sea and land 
Creation's earliest infancy to understand I 
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3* ASDRUFEL. 

LXIl. 

' Or shall I ask of him whose name is graven 

By his own ironsfaod Staff deep in the snows 

Of the proud peak that nearest climbs towards Heaven 

All details of his venture to disclose ? 

Easy the task at first, but as it grows 

How shall he every slightest trace restore 

Distinct, correct, in order as it rose 

And with omniscient skill the picture draw 

At once complete, of all he heard, felt, thought, and 



' How higher, earth appeared a garment woven 
Of streams and rivers ; higher, an ocean sky 
Through whose waste billows, for a moment cloven 
By the sun-gazer, he could just descry 
Dimly the great foundations of the high 
Heaven-pieicing rocks ; or how he breathed the light 
Shared, in their everlasting majesty, 
By multitudes of Heaven's emissaries bright ; 
Started at eagle's scream, and, dizzy, watched its flight. 
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LXIV. 

' How, into words translate the fascination 
That outward mysteries possessed to sway 
The soul with nameless shuddering expectation 
That God should meet him in the silent way, 
Or Death, whose cold lips, in the passing spray 
Of vapours, kissed his ; or the dizzy sweep 
That caught bis reason from his will away 
Leaving his naked will unbound to leap 
Straight from o'erhanging crags into the boundless 
deep! 



' Let him, who marshals all such mysteries 

In order none omitting ; yea, let him 

Discover every moment's histories. 

Nicely adjust the influences sublime 

That least and most affect his briefest time. 

But for myself such retrospective cast 

Nor was, nor can, nor shall be, until clime. 

And sun, and season he accounted past 

Til] in eternal light stands clear the first and last. 
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LXVl. 

' E'en so bewilder'd by this hurricane 

Stand I. And round me, borne in wild career 

Beyond where countless systems dimly nane 

On the cold brink of naught, the hope and fear 

Of countless moments form a whirlwind sphere. 

And all the Past dark lies in blinding rain, 

And every outline dims to disappear, 

While voices cry : "All thou hast thought to gain 

I^st doubly is ; thy youth hath spent itself in vain 1 ' 



LXVll. 

He paused in anguish. Lo ! there came a wind 

Colder than coldness, and its breather said : 

' Son of the world, and type of human kind, 

My name is Truth, my dwelling with the Dead ; 

Since time began have I thy fellows led 

Or soon, or late, the mystery to know ; 

Wooed hast thou Truth? deep anguish shalt thou wed. 

God, Truth, Myself are one, and man's great foe. 

And all the Universe His manifested woe. 
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LXVIJI. 

' It hath its springs in sufTering, and expires 

In quiverings, tears, groans, sighs, of Him who reigns 

For ever sov'reign only of desires 

For a fresh torment to allay His pains ; 

By this alone omnipotent, He gains 

Alleviating woes where'er His word 

Calls into being worlds that, in His veins, 

As blood inhabitants in yours, are stirr'd 

To dire diseased activity. This then is God. 



LXIXi 

'Within the East first made I conquests. There, 

Behold the ancient plains of human thought 

Peopled with victims, and the fragrant air 

Dilate with lamentations. Long hath fought 

The happier West against the fierce onslaught 

Of Mis'ry, — cloth'd in forms of Law and Right — 

At last the sun that left the brilliant court 

Of wisdom's potentates withdraws his light 

From the West also, and the world is shapeless night. 
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' Shall I conduct ihee through the massy suns, 

A hundred times as great as thine, that roll 

In the wide avenues of space, and once 

Fed with their beams a past mankind whose soul 

Doubted and pray'd, and sought o'er sense control 

Until it writhed its last imploring cry 

And sank o'ercome with knowledge of its dole. 

And what art Ihou 'midst worlds that wake and die 

Fill'd with the venom of vindictive Deity ! ' 

Lxxr. 
' I ask not what thou art, O Life,' cried Asdrufel, 
' Thou hast 'mong myriad forms a Christ produced. 
And canst not therefore wholly be a Hell. 
And good wins good ; were but this Christ diffus'd 
In all by imitation, disillused, 
Thy form, Life, would raise divine its head. 
Fair, free, a slave from every fetter loos'd.— 
Who is this Christ ? — A Galilean shed 
His blood. — But Christ ! ah, Christ ! wherefore 
should He have bled ? 
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LXXll. 

' Spirit of him who first devised a plan 

To strow confusion in a godlike race ! 

We are from God descended, and the span 

That gave us manhood spoil'd our godhood's grace 

And we have sintied. 

God's spirits, we may trace 
Our lineage to Him, nay what are we 
But God and sin tc^ether, enemies ? 
And sin hath spilt His blood. But sin am I ; 
If God in me from sin were freed, where Misery ? 

LXXIIl. 

' If sin in me from God were freed, where life, 

Where freedom, knowledge, pulse, or pow'r of thought, 

Where consciousness ? If this prolonged strife 

Yield sin the victory — soul 'wild'ring thought ! — 

My will, consumed of sin, is dead, is naught i 

Sin is Not-God ; God, life's eternal Sire. 

From law eterne no pardon can be sought ; 

But what long ages evil doth require, 

— What pain, what anguish deep, — of evil to expire ! 
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' Sin's must the victory be, for sin am I, 

By virtue of my twofold likeness, sin. 

Fair though it be, this proud mortality 

Crumbles and totters; universes spin 

Swift down the steeps of doom ; powers within 

From fancied fastness shaken, disunite. 

The cold voice conquers, man succumbs to pain. 

Oh, for some power, some sinless human Might 

My soul to enter, sin consume, and bring forth Right ! 



Then dawned on Asdrufel a form which youth 
Beheld with gaze than lover's more intense — 
The radiant vision of incarnate Truth : — 
' Bright shining glory, sweet magnificence. 
Speak, with thy calm and mighty eloquence, 
Give something in return for years long spent 
In doubt, prayer, hope, sinning and penitence ; 
Years that were one bright moment hadst thou si 
The least significance of thy sublime intent ; 
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LXXVI. 

' I dare not scan thy face 'gainst which the beam 
Late sent from God whence it hath look'd on Him 
Forms fitting background ; yea, the silver stream 
Of dazzling white, whereon move seraphim 
Wing-bome on mercy's errand would grow dim 
Didst thou a moment to their hosts draw near ; 
But all the thoughts that make moist eyes o'erbrim 
When, the last dreaded separation near, 
Friend holds the hand of friend, likest thy light appear. 



' Methinks thou hast a form like Him of old 

Who stained the eastern hill with sacred blood, 

And of thy raiment every lightest fold 

Might have been fashion'd on the cross of wood. 

And still thy look, as when I understood 

At first thy name, wears pity's tend'rest glance ; 

Truth, Eternal Truth, all memory's flood 

Of search and suffring never can efface 

That sacred moment when I first beheld thy face ! 
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' Thou art not stem as some have painted thee, 
Not stern, exacting, bitter, or unkind ; 
Thou hast a form as wonderful to see 
As that which monk in ancient cell design'd 
When all his aim was to portray Christ's mind ; 
Or martyr on whose agony there rose 
That sight to which a wond'nng world was blind. 
Folding the soul-king while the anguish'd throes 
Tore down the throne, and ashes draped the ruthless 
close. 

LXXIX. 

' Peace clothes thy body with unspotted folds ; 
And power, thy soul, with formless majesty ; 
A strength, thine own, thy beauteous frame upholds ; 
Eld are thy locks, but bright as youth thine eye 
With man's defiance, woman's sympathy — 
Woman's and man's in perfect jointure blent 
As fullest may the look of Christ bring nigh ; 
And in thy brow with mighty purpose bent 
Discover'd lies th' eternal Will, and Time's intent. 



ASDRU^'EL. 4 ■ 

LXXX. 

' Above that brow the diadem of the Freed, 

With every shining pearl a human tear. 

And every golden inch a martyr's deed, 

Towers in the hght of Heaven through many 

a sphere; 
And as the sun of God's eternal year 
Shineth thy countenance beneath that crown ; 
Thy sceptre most like conscience doth appear 
Kevealtng through man's self thy smile or frown ; 
And whereso'er the child's heart is, there stands thy 

Throne. 

LXXX I. 

' Eternal, indefinable Delight ! 
Oh, speak with certain voice of God to man ! 
For never mortal read thy face aright, 
For never mortal who presumed to scan 
Thy perfect holiness but straight outran 
In self-deceit the limit of his glance ; 
Art, Science, Thought, yea, all within the span 
Of human inf rence cannot break the trance 
That thralls the soul till thy voice break the mute 
expanse. 
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' List ! list ! like bells through sunlit vapours ringing, 
Mingling below with morning's forest lays, 
There comes whence spirits are in chorus singing 
Above the rest a voice of sweeter grace 
Than ever burst from Heaven's dwelling-place ; 
And all the hopes for which my soul hath striven 
I see as seraphs peopling endless space 
They come, they crowd, they shine — the night is riven, 
Truth speaks, the senses wane. Earth trembles into 
Heaven ! " 

LXXXIII. 

Then Asdnifel rejoiced for he was free. 
Yoked but as those who lasting freedom own, 
And, waking from his long despondency, 
There spake to him a voice from out the Throne — 
The Throne of Truth : 

' Now hast thou overthrown 
By help thou knewest not, thy latest foe. 
Henceforth life's music swelling fuller tone 
Shall glad thy soul, whilst on thy life shall flow 
Not free in perfect knowledge but more free to know,' 
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E'en as the midday blue through emerald green 
Shines at the furthest verge of some deep wood 
In sveetest spring, and gladdens with the scene 
The wanderer, and thrills his jaded mood. 
And bathes his brow with the triumphal flood 
Of glorious day, — so hail'd with gladsome cry 
The son of night, the opening heaven of good : 
' Now let the Past be as the dreams that die 
And present conquest sum and span reality ! ' 



Then rose his eloquence on mighty wing. 

As though Creation's threefold multitude 

Assembled was to hear; and Truth the king 

Confirmed his words ; and, dimly seen, the brood 

Of Hell in hate and dark dismay bestrew'd 

The skirts of all the plain. Never before 

Saw I such beauty as belief renewed 

In him of late all woe. — I bow'd me low'r 

And wept, and scarcely heard, and only could adore. 
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44 ASDRUFEL. 

I. XXX VI. 

' Yea, I have found. Yea, I already know. 

Yea, all my aims are on one centre stay'd. 

Yet with long wand'ring restless to and fro 

Scarce can I realise my peace is made. 

That doubt's drear influence is at last gainsaid, 

And all my soul eternally is free ! 

O, Mighty Beam, in deepest night display'd 

Who badst the terror and the tumult flee, 

Be thine all power, dominion, might, and majesty ! 

LXXXVII. 

'Away ! all worthless proofs of things above 
The scope of proof. Ob, soul, who canst not say 
" I am myself" wouldst thou demonstrate Love ? 
Who canst not speak the opening of the day. 
Wilt thou adventure with Life's light to play 
The shallow sophist ? Scarce grasp'd thoughts com- 
bine 
Into a flashing centre whence no ray 
Filters through space for mortals to define ; 
For God is Christ, and Christ is man through Christ 
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ASDRUPEL. 
LXXXVIII, 

' Art does not mock us when with- nameless flash 
It strikes perceptions to a burning whole ; 
Magic not mockery gives the leafy ash 
Apparent springtime, and the clouds the soul 
Of clear-eyed dawn, and bends the arching foal 
Eager to dewy blades, and grandly piles 
The distant mountains ; yea, through all doth roll 
Strong, free, the song the lab'rer sings the whiles 
Content he treads the verdant, long, majesiic aisles. 



LXXXTX. 

' No leaf is with a sep'rate beauty moulded, 

Nor ev'ry grass blade single seems to curl, 

The sweet-hued clouds the mountains have enfolded 

And who discerneth where they meet and furl, 

Like all the gates of Heaven, in one pearl ? 

Oh, yet, though none explain the sources whence. 

The reason why, the painted symbols thirl, 

There is within the mind a magic sense 

That breathes in lifeless forms a living excellence 
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' Faith lends to art the eloquence of life. 

The secret sense bequeathing curve and shade 

A power as though of livii^ instinct rife. 

God's will t' obey, they sprang forth hill and glade 

Rivers and fruitful fields. Where'er display'd, 

In art, or in the spirit's loftiest goal, 

The same soul-magic, proofless, doth pervade. 

Faith is the meeting place 'twixt soul and soul. 

Whence flash life, self, time, timeless, God— a whole. 



' Faith lends to art the eloquence of life. 

And faith the evidence of things unseen 

Is not with labour'd demonstration rife, 

Nor doih eternal beauties so misween 

To spoil their majesty, or dim their sheen 

By ever us assuring they be true. 

Nor ever steps the soul and Truth between — 

Faith is Ihe painter's soul that grasps the view, 

And we admit it true, past power of proving true. 
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XCII. 

' And soon as men have raised their aching eyes, 
Temper'd by morning mists to the strong light 
That hastens through the length and breadth of skies. 
So shall they see with faith's unboutided sight 
That Life is theirs, and God is theirs, and Right, 
Love, Wisdom, Joy are elements that shine 
In man, through Christ, from God's abundant might, 
And Christ shall crown the recognised design, 
For God is Christ, and Christ is man through Christ 
divine. 

XCIH. 

' One swift, sure flight of Faith, and far behind 
Dim lie whole ages, while the pinion'd brain 
Thinks as God thought when in the flesh contin'd. 
Faith is the effort, but o'er all the gain 
Is knowledge, nor can eloquence of pain 
Surer speak Truth than he who seeth God, 
And is to God united by no chain 
Miracle-hanging somewhere in the broad 
Dark Heaven, but closer than the meaning and the 
word. 
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XCIV. 

' Moreover, lo, the universe is mind, 
Ali things from mind, through mind, to mind return ; 
And all things, God, defined or undefined. 
This also in my darkness did I learn 
In all the spiritual to discern. 
Thus self the less lo Self the greater clings. 
And thus fulfib the law of those vho yearn 
For deep communion with the soul of things. 
For great resemblance which great thinking only 
brings. 

xcv. 
* But good were all unknown did it not live 
Supreme in One life which we understood ; 
A life of good, like ours of sin, to give 
A certain knowledge of our life of good ; 
A death of sacrifice to show that blood — 
The life, man's dearest tie — full worthless is 
Compared with that which ever stamps man God, 
With that wherein man's lasting essence lies. 
And solves at once and mystifies God's mysteries. 



' We may not look on beauty, but the flower 
The beautiful displays ; and vhat is great, 
And strong, and noble, is the sign of power, 
Though power forever bidden lies ; so hate. 
And love, and justice — every abstract state 
Within some symbol doth itself enshrine, 
And all in order to the One relate. 
Whose nature all partake and all define. 
So God is Christ, and Christ is man through Christ 
divine. 

XCVII. 

' What's Christ to me? Wherefore should I embrace 
A teaching once conceived so void of might ? 
Have all my wand'ringa made me but retrace 
My steps to childhood's altar ? Has the light 
But brighter shone on a familiar sight ? 
Ah ! rising far these early thoughts above 
I see the morning crimson on the night. 
The day-spring quivers through the clouds to prove 
I knew not I had sinned; I knew not Christ was 
Love. 

D 
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' How deep the roots of evil, how profound 

The sources of the misery of man I 

To lightly scan those sources is to sound 

A vaster matter than creation's plan, 

A vision subtler in its terror than 

Thou ; mighty Dante, didst with dread uofold. 

O mighty Dante, all thy work were vain 

Man from earth's dark infernos to withhold, 

Or to redeem a heart to constant wrong o'ersold. 



' Thou passedst through the gloomy gates of Hell ; 
Eternal pallor blanched thy cheek and brow, 
And at thy feet the hideous shapes that dwell 
Within those caverns cring'd in piteous woe, 
And ever on thee leapt the fieicening glow 
Of the unquenchable, and wailings thin 
Through dire excess of sufTring bade thee go 
And speak of all thou sawst that place within 
As but a parable of sin's revenge on sin. 
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' Ye who would shape a new divinity 
From all that noblest in the race suivives, 
Take every typ^ and every agency 
(Profound employ !), such qualities, such lines, 
And such ideals as longing only gives, 
Combine them all There yet shall wanting be 
That certain sacred touch which man receives 
From Him who lays a healing Hand on me, 
Whose voice divine I hear, whose human fonn I see. 



' Behold the work of Jesus Chnst the just : — 
To link the finite with th' eternal Thought, 
To raise us from this middle state of dust. 
To place us where none other could have brought 
But living knowledge of the Being sought 
By us, as parts Thereof estranged by sin, 
Which sin is ignorance, and ignorance naught ; 
Thus out of naught a place in Him we win, 
A sacred permanence less human than divine. 
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* Mankind lies folded in the womb of Time 
Impatient to be bom, with vague sunnise, 
Tremors of Truth, and throes of the sublime. 
Nourished through sense with food for agonies, 
Hov'ring (he brink of two eternities, 
The one its life the other its decay. 
Come, O Deliverer, come I and 'ere it dies 
Unite the race with Thee, that so it may, 
Bora not of man but God, emei^e into Thy Day. 



* Who is it asks : " Shall man again revive 
When in the dust his body has been laid ? " 
Who but the ignorance we from sin derive, 
Not the great age for which our fathers pray'd 
And toil'd, and wept, which now has o'er us ra/d 
The dawn light of an era when men irunv — 
No more conjecture half by fear dismay'd — 
But know, and knowing, in their knowledge grow 
Ever towards the grasp of all Above, Below. 
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' Man made for this world ? Just as much 
As the whole universe was made for man ! 
If one be true the other holds as such, 
And pours contempt upon a mighty plan ! 
Man live forever? All the race of man, 
Sin once destroy'd, for evermore shall shine. 
Behold, O soul, the truth, since Time hegan : — 
If life is thine, eternal life is thine, 
For God is Christ, and Christ is man through Christ 
divine. 



' Faith is the reason of the soul^the rest 

Mere terms and meaningless. The new Age swears 

Eternal truce between the head and breast 

By virtue of the kingdom Reason shares 

Equal with Love ; and what world-wisdom dares 

That equal claim dispute, that thing shall die, — 

Shall die as false to Nature which declares — 

Shall die as &lse to impulses which cry 

This — even Faith — is o'er the world the victory I 
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'And Christ, the logic of the world, the key 
Wherewith the world an open secret stands ; 
In Him we read aright the mystery. 
Tis mystery still, though all the gatber'd strands 
Lie disentangled in His mighty hands. 
Through Him alone I call the ages mine, 
And when, in timeless years, my soul expands 
Still Christ shall crown the recognised design, 
For God is Christ, and Christ is man through Christ 
divine. 

CVII. 

' This is o'er all the world the Victory ! 

Proclaim'd before the undefined night 

Begat in suns the davra of history ; 

When spake the Voice eterne : " Let there be light I " 

And light there was. Proclaim'd when, crystal white. 

Arose the pageant of the morning stars, 

And music seemed translated into sight, 

And worlds broke forth as chords from silver bars 

When some great Master wakes his mighty symphonies. 
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CVIII. 

' This is o'er all the world the Victory ! 
Whereby exists the sov'reign All-in-all, 
And we as parts of Him shall live thereby — 
The laith that God had in Himself to call 
Light out of darkness ; out of nothing, all. 
Thrice happy they who, puig'd by faith from sin. 
Exulting cry, emei^ng from their Ihiall, 
" O Galilean, Thou hast conquered Thine ! " 
For God is Christ, and Christ is man through Christ 
divine.' 



I cannot sum the triumphs that belong 

To one who finds his everlasting choice. 

Nor sing the incommunicable song 

That breakers chant at midnight, nor the noise 

Of many-rolling thunders that rejoice 

The ear of Nature, nor the melody 

Of golden-chorded seraphs, nor the voice — 

Heard o'er the rest in Heaven — the mother's cry : 

' Rejoice, for I have borne a soul that shall not die ! ' 
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Themes so exalted might His hps employ 
By whose sireet influence men to God ascend, 
Whose are the powers of Nature, and whose joy 
Thrills through her bosom to the world's great end, 
The first and last sweet Orpheus who shall blend 
Evil with Good in triumphs yet unknown. 
E'en so must Asdrufel's high thoughts transcend 
My feeble music. 

Yet, at times, alone, 
I hear his soul's rich song, for I have heard mine own. 
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